ANGEL    PAVEMENT
shall have it back in the morning."
"Have a good time/' said Miss Matfield, with no
particular enthusiasm. "Give my love to Ivor."
When her visitor had gone, she gave a little impatient
shake, sat down again, but threw the stocking on one
side. Caddie was really rather a silly creature, but never-
theless she contrived to have quite an amusing, even ex-
citing time. Ivor, a goggly-eyed young man who was
with a firm of publicity people, was even sillier than she
was, and Miss Matfield admitted to herself at once that
she could not possibly endure a single hour of his com-
pany, but he pleased Caddie, took her out, quarrelled
with her, made it up, took her out more luxuriously,
created a continual excitement. It was possible to envy
Caddie's state of mind while despising her taste. Miss
Matfield's ripe mouth, which hardly needed lipstick,
took on a discontented curve. It was a pity that silly
young men did not amuse her, for there were plenty of
Ivors about, whereas there were very few real grown-up
men about, men who could make her feel she was still a
mere girl. She was beginning to like, definitely to
prefer, middle-aged men—and admitted as much to her
intimates—but the trouble was that the really nice attrac-
tive ones were nearly always terribly domesticated, up
to the neck in wives and families, and had hardly more
than an occasional faint gleam of interest to spare for a
Miss Matfield. The middle-aged men who were in-
terested were always the awful ones, with swollen faces
and little boiled eyes, dreary rotters. Mr. Golspie? No,
he wasn't as bad as that, wasn't quite that type. But
quite impossible, of course, Quite absurd.
The gong went clanging below, and as it sounded,
a head popped into the room. "You're in, aren't you,

